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hands and parted with them, evidently as soon as he courteously could, and
shuffled away quicker than before. He betrayed his shy and secluded habits
more in this, than in anything- else that I observed; though, indeed, in his whole
presence, I was indescribably sensible of a morbid painfulness in him, a some-
thing not to be meddled with. Very soon, he left the saloon, shuffling along the
floor with short irregular steps, a very queer gait, as if he were walking in
slippers too loose for him. I had observed that he seemed to turn his feet slightly
inward, after the fashion of Indians. How strange, that in these two or three
pages I cannot get one single touch that may call him up hereafter !449

I would most gladly have seen more of this one poet of our day, but forbore
to follow him; for I must own that it seemed mean to be dogging him through
the saloons, or even [215] to have looked at him, since it was to be done
stealthily, if at all. I should be glad to smoke a cigar with him. Mr. Ireland says,
that, having heard that he was to be at the Exhibition, and not finding him
there, he conjectured that he must have gone into the contiguous Botanical
Gardens to smoke; and, sure enough, he found him there. He told me an
anecdote, which he received from Professor Pillans about Tennyson while on a
visit to Paris. He had a friend with him, who could not speak very good French,
any more than the poet himself. They were sitting by the fireside in their
parlour at the hotel; and the friend proposed a walk about the city, and finally
departed, leaving Tennyson by the fireside, and saying to the waiter, "Ne
souffrez pas le faire sortir." By and by, Tennyson also rose to go out; but the
waiter opposed him with might and main, and called another waiter to his
assistance; and when Tennyson's friend returned, he found him really almost
fit for a straight [sic] westcoat [sic]. He might well enough pass for a madman
at any time, there being a wildness in his aspect, which doubtless might readily
pass from quietude to frenzy. He is exceedingly nervous, and altogether as
un-English as possible; indeed, an Englishman of genius usually lacks the
national characteristics, and is great abnormally, and through disease. Even
their great [216] sailor, Nelson, was unlike his countrymen in the qualities that
constituted him a hero; he was not the perfection of an Englishman, but a
creature of another kind, sensitive, nervous, excitable, and really more like a
Frenchman.

Un-English as he was, and sallow, and unhealthy, Tennyson,had not, how-
ever, an American look. I cannot well describe the difference; but there was
something more mellow in him, softer, sweeter, broader, more simple, than we
are apt to be. Living apart from men, as he does, would hurt any one of us more
than it does him. I may as well leave him here; for I cannot touch the central
point.

AUGUST 2d, SUNDAY, OLD TBAFFORD.

DAY before yesterday, I went again to the Exhibition, and began the day with
looking at the Old Masters. Positively, I do begin to receive some pleasure from
looking at pictures; but, as yet, it has nothing to do with any technical merit,